compared and recompared
‘with instruments that
Y. are known to be

But 50 much time ean not be spent

made rapidly, though alwayscarefully.
“The method of manufscture has been
*80 systematized within recent years
that the very cheapest thermometer
-should not vary more than the fraction
-of & degree from the correct point.

Whether the thermometer is to be
-charged with mercury or alcohol;
‘whether it is to be mounted in a frame
~of wood, pressed tin or brass, the proc-
-ess is substantially the same. M
is generally used for scientific instru-
‘ments, but most makers prefer aleohol

* because it is cheaper. The alcohol is
~colored red with an aniline dye which
~does not fade.

The thermometer maker buys his
:glass tubes in long strips from the glass
factories. The glassblower cuts these
tubes to the proper lengths, and with
‘his gas jet and blowpipe makes the
bulb on the*lower end. The bulbs are
then filled with colored aleohol and the
tubes stand for twenty-four hours
“Un the following day another work-
man holds each bulb in turm
-over the Jet until the col-
ored fluid its fills
the tube. It is then takem back to the
glass-blower. He closes the upper end
-and turns the top backward to make
the little glass hook which will help
keep the tube in place in the frame.

The tubes now rest until a great
number of them are readv. Then the
Pprocess of gauging begins. There are
mo marks whatever on the tube, and
the first guide mark to be made is the
freezing mark.

This is formed by plunging the bulbs
into melting snow. No other ther-
mometer is needed for a guide, for
melting snow gives invariably the exact
freezing point. This is an unfailing
test for any thermometer whose ac-
«curacy may be doubted. Melting snow
is not always to be had, and a little
machine resembling a sausage grinder
is brought into use. This machine
shaves a block of ice into particles,
which answers the purpose gs well as
SDOW.

When the bulbs have been long
-enough in the melting snow, a work-
man takes them one by one from their
icy bath, seizing each one so that his
thumb nail marks the exact spot to
which the fluid has fallen. Here he
makes a scarcely perceptible mark up-
-on the glass with a fine file and goes on
to the next. :

The tubes with the freezing' point
marked on each now go into the hands
©of another workman, who plunges
them, bulb down, into a vessel filled
‘with water kept constantly at sixty-
four degrees. A 'standard thermome-
ter attached to the inside of this ves-
el shows that the temperature of the
water is correct. Another tiny file
sératch is made at sixty-four.

A third time the'bulb is shoved into
water kept constantly at ninety-six,
wwhich, like the others, is marked. A
tab is affixed to each tube. It is given
<over to the marker, who fits the bulb
-and hook into a frame, and makes
slight scratches, corresponding to the
thirty-two, sixty-four and ninety-six
marks. It is next given over to a
workman, who cuts the degree marks.

Altogether, it takes nineteen work-
‘people to make a thermonter. Nine
-are females. Any time you have time
you could not spend a half day more
pleasantly than looking at the making
-of a thermometer.—N. Y. News.

The Legend of the Tea Plant.

Do you know how the tea plant came
to grow? A very lovely Chinese maiden
loved with all her soul an equally beau-
tiful Chinese youth, but, alas! she had
-a rival. However, he plighted his troth
to her, and all went merry as rice and
fire-crackers could make it. Just be-
fore the wedding the beauteous youth
laid himself down under a tree to take

-2 nap. He looked like a pictureona
:screen. His beauty was too much for
the wicked girl, who also loved him,but
who was not to be his bride. So shede-
termined to take away some of his good
looks. His lashes eurled on his cheeks
like & bang newly done bya French hair
.dresser. Going up to him she immedi-
-ately cut them off. When his own, his
true love, saw him after the accident
-she said: *“Can this be you?" and he
-said it was. Then he told of the wicked
-one, and they both prayed to the gen-
tlest of Chinese '‘gods to finish him up
and make his eyelashes grow again,
-and the Chinese god, being economiecal,
-said: *““The ones have lost shall

Or its sweet echo, yea, all three,
My dreams of Used-to-Be.
—James Whitcomb Riley, in Indisnapolis
Journal

[Copyright, 1501, by J. B. Lippineott Company, and
Published by Bpectal Arrangement.|

CHAPTER XIV.—CONTINUED.
‘“That is enough,” replacing the band-
‘age. “You are not blind. But you must
not use your eyes for some time; and I
doubt whether you will ever recover
your old keenness of vision.”

“Thank God!” I murmured, for the
assurance that I should not be blind
was so great a relief that I felt dis-
posed to be thankful for small mercies.
*““How did it happen? and whathas hap-
pened since?”

*“*How it happened is not guite clear.
You were close to an old mosque in
which several thousand cartridges were
stored, and where some French soldiers
had taken refuge. The cartridges ex-
ploded—how, there is no cvidence to
show—the mosque was shattered, sev-
eral Turks and two of your Kangaroos
were killed, and you and several more
wounded.”

*It was all the fault of those brutal,
bloodthirsty Turks. One of them—it is
some satisfaction to think that I killed
the scoundrel—shot down one of the
Frenchmen after they had asked for
quarter and I had promised them
their lives; and then the others in their
rage and despair fired the cartridges.”

*“That is very likely, I think. Tam
glad you killed the fellow. As for what
has happened since—well, to begin
with, the French have thrown up the
sponge.”

**Are they gone?”

*They are. For the first time in his
life, Boney has had to order a retreat.
The attempt to take Acre has cost him
dear. lle has lost eight generals, eighty
of his best officers and upwards of three
thousand private soldiers, and he is
followed by a foe from whom escape is
impossible—the plague. His line of

march is strewn with the corpses of its
victims. Sir Sidney is off to Jaffa,
keeping them in view, and when op-

portunity offers giving them a broad-
side. He called to inquire after you the

I.

A PRESENT FOE YOUR FUTURE WIFE.

other day. He has mentioned - your
name in his dispatches: so you are sure
to get your post. Djezzar has been
here almost continually. He was ter-
ribly cut up when we thought, as we
did at first, that you wounld not pull
through. He called yon his son, and
wept. He must have a heart some-
where, though he is such an old cut-
throat. They say he paid so much
apiece for the heads of French soldiers,
and counted them and paid the money
himself.”

Blake told me, further, that the Kan-
garoo was in the harbor, and as soon as
I could be moved wounld take me, and a
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Djezzar had thrown into the sea).
would rather be the husband of one
faithful wife than the master of thirty
slaves. But every country has its own
customs. A man in my position must
have a harem, and the only way of ob-
taining a harem is by purchase. I sup-
pose, howéver, though you don’t buy
your wives in England, you make them
presents sometimes?”

**Certainly, if you like and can afford
it."

‘‘Both before marriage and after it?"
“Both before and after.”

“And friends also make marriage
presents to the bride?”

*If they please,”

“It is not considered indelicate?”

“Not a bit.”

“Gems, jewels, diamonds, fineclothes,
I suppose?™

“*Well, I rather think they like to get
their fine clothes for themselves.”

“Diamonds, then?"

“I have had very little experience in
such things, pasha, but I fancy dia-
monds would do. Yes, diamonds by all
means.”

The next time Djezzar came to see me
he brought with him a casket which,
judging from the feel of it (mny eyes be-
ing still bandaged), was of metal, prob-
ably silver.

*This,” he said, as he put it into my
hands, “is a present for your future
wife. Tell herthatit is from anold man
whose life you once saved, and who
loves you as his own son.”

The day after (the doctor having pro-
nounced me fit to be removed) I was
taken on board the Kangaroo, and we
set sail for England. There were tears
in Djezzar'scyes as he bade me farewell;
he kissed me with great affection on
both cheeks, and gave me as a souvenir
a fine Damascus sword, the hilt of
which was set with precions stones, a
weapon which was reputed to have be-
longed to Sultan Saladin.

CHAPTER XV.

On the voyage home my time was
about equally divided between sleeping
and thinking. As I could neither wall
nor use my eyes, there was nothing else
for me to do. I thought almost as much
in those thirty-five days as I had
thought in the whole of my previous
life—except on seamanship and the like.
Hitherto I had never known more than
a passing care, never had a serious ill-
ness or a disabling wound, and my pro-
fessional advancement had been so rapid
that I was rightly rezarded as one of
the most promising officers of the royal
navy.

But the perfidy and brutality of a
nameleas Turk had wrought a soeful
change in my prospects. At the best, I
should be unfit for duty for more thana
twelvemonth, and Blake made no secret
of his opinion that [ shounld be short-
sighted as long as [ lived. Now, a man
msay be short of an arm, or a leg, or an
eye, or all three, and still be able to
fight and sail a ship; but he must not
be purblind. A dim-sighted, spectacled
sailor is as impossible as a tongue-tied
orator or a timber-toed dancing-master.

If Blake's prognosis proved true, my
career as a sailor would be at an end;
and I had looked forward to being an
admiral and commanding a fleet ina
general action! It wasa bitter disap-
pointment, rendered tolerable only by
my escape from a greater calamity of
total blindness.

And there was another consideration:
I should be laid on the shelf; and,
though balf pay may be enough for one,
it is not enongh for two—or more; and
I meant to marry Antoinette, come
what might. Moreover, I was too rest-
less and energctic to be an idler, and it
was not in me to becomeeither a lawyer
or a merchant. [ must lead an active
open-air life, either on land or sea.

And then I thonght of Virginia—the
land of my birth—which, though I re-
membered it only saguely and all my
associations were English, I ardently de-
sired to revisit. 8o, I felt sure, did my
father. Not that he disliked England,
but as the owner of Roy court and
head of one of the first families he had
been a man of importance and consider-
ation, while in England he was a no-
body, lost in the erowd, and his means
were so straitened that he had the ut-
most difficulty in living as a gentleman
and making both ends-meet. Mean-
while, the old homestead was falling
into ruin and the estate out of cultiva-
tion. | was not even sure that it really
belonged to my father. 1 had heard
something about encumbrances, con-
fiscation, and unpaid taxes. Be that
as it might, it would take a lot of
money to rebuild the house, buy hands,
set the plantation going again, and
live in the old grand seigneur style of
my grandfather; and neither my father
nor myself would like to live in any
other. .

If I could only recover De Gex's
hoard! Rather a big “only,” for in the
opinion of Sir Sidney Smith and many
others the war might go on for years;
dnd to venture into France before it
was over, and, possibly, afterwards,
would be like going into the lion’s den.
Twice | had been in Bonaparte's
clutches and escaped. The next time I
might be less fortunate.

In the meantime, however, [ be-
thonght me of a plan, of which more
presently.

When we reached Portsmouth, after
an un long voyage, the winds
having been baffling t, I was
much better. [ could walk a little, and
my flesh-wounds were all ‘healed. The
medical board by whom I was examined
were of the same opinion as Dr. Blake.
My eyes were , and in two or
three months I might be able to use
them for ordinary th suit-
able it would be at least &
year before it could be decided whether

put on the
which rank I been promoted.

From Portamouth I went to Loadon.
My mother wept when shesaw Jenkins,
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me.
Dear girl! T had no difficulty in

ing the cause of her distress. And then,
without more ado, I told my father and
mother of my love for Antoinette and
what had passed between us, and re-
quested my mother to go to Mme. de
Gex and ask her permission to pay my
court to her daughter, and, as I could
not go to see Antoinette, to bring her to
see me. 3

My mother warmly approved my
choice, and agreed to do as I wished.
Antoinette, she said, was a dear, good
girl. She had borne adversity with
rare fortitude, and in winning her I
had won a priceless treasure.

My father was less gushing. While
agreeing with my mother that Miss de
Gex was a charming yonng woman, he
rather doubted the expediency of a half-
pay captain marrying a moneyless
bride.

**How do you know that 1 am going
to marry on half-pay, or that Antoi-
nette is without money?” I asked.

*I know you have nothing else; and
she has nothing atall.”

“Don't be so sure, father. At any
rate, wait until Mme. de Gex and
Antoinette come—when, I think, you
will hear something that will surprise
you.”

*“You don’t mean—"

*“It is no use; you must wait: it won't
be long.”

‘““Very good. T will wait.”

While my mother went for Antoinette,
my father went for an oculist. The
oculist came first. He examined my
eyes carefally; and this was his verdict:
that I should see—but whetherill, well,
or indifferently, time alone would show;
that for at least six weeks to come 1
must not see the light; then I might go
about with a deep shade over my eyes,
and at the end of three months T shounld
probably require no other protection
than a pair of smoked glasses.

To mmy disappointment, my mother re-
turned alene. , But she brought good
news. Mme. de Gex sanctioned my en-
gagement to her daunghtér. She could
refuse nothing,. she said, to the man
who had so greatly distinguished him-
self and been so trne a friend to her
son. Moreover, when the papers re-
perted that I was badly wounded, per-
haps to. death, she had surprised
Antoinette’s secret, and it was om my
account, not because of any change for
the worse in their circumstances, that

Antoinettchad looked so unhappy, and
on Antoinette’s account that her mother
had looked anxious.

*She does not look unhappy now,”
said my mother, *‘and they will both be
here in an hour.”

I asked my mother to arrange mat-
ters so that Antoinette and I might have
a few minutes to ourselves.

“I have done that already, my dear
Mark. I told Mme. de Gex that as we
are in England she must conform to
English enstoms; and I think she wilL”
I lay on a sofa in a little room which
my father called his library, waiting for
her. It seemed a long time; but at last
there came a knock at the door, and I
heard low voices and light footsteps ir
the hall, and one of the voices said:
“Let me go to him first, mother.”
And then the door opened, and there
was an exclamation of startled pity,
and she came to the sofa and kmelt by
my side and put her arms round me,
weeping.

“My poor, poor Mark! Oh, to see you
thus!” she murmured. *“Your eyes
bandaged, your arm in a sling, and this
dreadful scar on your head! And yom
look so wan and thin. Mon Dieun! how
you must have suffered! And I, too, have
suffered. When I read that dreadful
dispatch in the Times I fainted, and
mother found it all ont. But she was
very good; she did not blame me, as I
thought she would. And you suffer
still. Oh, yes, yon do; for is it not suf-
fering to have your eyes covered and to
be always in the dark? But [ will see
for you. I will come every day and
lead you about, and talk and read to

years this has been her majesty's
source of pleasure, and she treasures
the medals won by her butter andcheese
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.+ PITH AND POINT. =
»¥8 saying he has no
Horn.~ _
attention than $wo in the bush.—Som-

erville Journal.
be said of a aweet-

} —Whatever may
heart she can’t be tooglad to be true.—

. —It appesrs to be the business of the
needy to go around looking for succors.
—Binghamton Leader.

—The “hew and ecry” is generally
raised by the boy who has to chop up
the stove wood.—Cleveland Plain
dealer. :

—“How long can & msan live withont
air?” *“It dependson theair. Forever,
it it is Ta-ra-rs boom-de-ayg.”"—Kate
Field's Washington.

—There are some people on the
mourner’s bench who are-there to
mourn because other people are such
great sinners.—Atchison Globe.

—*“To-day was prize-day at my
school,” said Jimmie. *And did my
little boy get anything?” asked papa.
“Yep. Got kept in.”—Harper's Bazar.

—*I'd rather write than read poetry,”
eaid young Asinus. “I imagine your
verse is easier to write than to read,”
rejoined the satirical Miss Bostone.—
Vogue.

—*T thought I told you that the stair-
case in Bigg's house was circular.”
**Well, I only know that Biggs said
when he went home from the club the
stairs seemed to go round.”—Inter-
Ocean.

—*“How does Editor Scrabbleton
manage to get such a reputation for
originality?” ‘*‘He waits till all the
other people have expressed their
views and then disagrees with them.”
—Washington Star.

—Johnny —*‘Is there anything yom

hate worse than to have your ma tell
¥you you must take a dose of cod liver
0il?” Tommy — “Yes.” Johnny —
“What?” Tommy—*“Taking the dose.”
—Pharmaceuntical Era.
—Drill Sergeant (gallant Umpty-
ninth)—*Now, thin, Cassidy, what is
th’ fir-r-st movement in *‘’bout face'?
Recruit—*'*Whin the command is given
vez advance the roight fut three inches
ter the rear.”—Brooklyn Life.

—MIlle. Blase (of the corps de ballet)

—*“] intend writing a book—my pro-
fessional recollections, Mr. Gallguill
Won't you suggest an appropriate title
for it?” Q@allquill (the critic)—*‘Sure!
‘Fifty Years a Ballet Girl."”—B.,, K. &
Co.’s Monthly.
—Pa,* asked a small boy, thought-
fully, ““what is regret money?” **Never
heard of it, my son.” answered his pa.
*Well, pa, I read in the paper, the oth-
er day, ‘all regret-money squandered,’
and I thought you might get me a lit-
tle to squander.” His pa is still think-
ing about it.

—Bulfinch—*“There is on_l{v one thing
about you that I ecan criticise, Miss
Smilax.” Miss Smilax—*“And what,
pray, is that?” Bulfineh—“It is im-
possible for you to admire in another a
virtue which youn do not have yourself.”
Miss Smilax—*"You are certainly very
severe.” Bulfinch—*Because, you see,
you have them all.”—What's Odd.

A

iz Assailant's Provoeation Was Great
and Hils Deed Perhaps FPardonable.

“Tell me what kind of a stone that
is,” asked s well-known jeweler of San,
Ananias, Cal., recently, exhibiting a
peculiar looking specimen. The object
of inspection was a small greenish-yel-
low stone hardly larger than a small-
sized marble. Various ventures of
opinion were hazarded, varying all the
way from a piece of beer-bottle glasa to
the petrified end of a mucilege sponge
by the scribe. -

*‘Hold it to the light, directed the
jeweler. In this position the stone
showed a remarkable erystalline struc-
ture, reflecting the rays of light in a
series of irridescent prismie colors of
wonderful brilliance.

“Diamond,” “ruby,” “sapphire,” *‘em-
erald,” utomn “onyx," "hornblende,"
“moss agate,” ejaculated a chorus of
knowing voices at the same instant.
*Neither,” said the jeweler in a tone
which caused the mercury in the bump
of self-esteem of all present to go down
below the zero mark. *‘‘Neither. That
is a sesquisulphide balanaphoraceal
zygobylacem.”

It was fully fifteen minutes before
anybody recovered, and during that
time the jeweler was able to catch his
breath and eool his throbbing brows by
bathing them in the ice-pitcher.

“No, gentlemen,” he continued in a
calmer tone some time later on, al-
though the effects of his great agita-
tion were still apparent in his tremu-
lous accents, ‘“that stone is nota dia-
mond, nor an agate, nor pearl; itisas I
said, s genuine sfumatic ses———""

He should not have done it. In the
calmer moments, hours after, when the
excitement of the moment had cleared
away and solemn reflection had set in
and subdued the feelings which then
actuated the assailant, he acknowl-
edged that the act had been hasty, but
the provocation was great. Before the
angel of death finally relieved the ex-
jeweler of the incumbrance of his soul
and the two had taken flight to the
misty portais of the hereafter from
whence none comethback, he mur-
mured once y as though to himself,
or answering someé one unseen: ‘'‘Yes,
I named it myseslf It is a sfumatic
sesquisnlphide balanaphor—aceal zyg
—o—bhy—" and died.—Jewelers' Cir
cular.

JEWELER'S DEATH.

Queen Vietoria's Robes.
The robes of Queen Victoria are never
sold or given away, despite the ener-
getic attempts which have been made,
from time to time, to induce the at-
tendants to part with some of these
thousands of gowns, which their wearer
has probably forgotten that she ever
possessed. When the long reign is
ended it is a question what will become
of the coronation robes, bridal gowns,
resplendent garments of stately fete
and royal ceremonial, worn in the old
days before the magnificence of queen-

widowhood.—Golden Days.

‘Why She Disliked Them.
Two ladies met
time. ; ‘
“Well,” said one as they became bet-
ter acquainted, "I don't like married
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riots that destroy property, take life] ! L Colle
and require the calling out of the| EURLD.
militia to quell them. »

Those who employ Iawyers pay law-
yers. Tose who furnish employment
for sheriffs and constables and magis-
trates should be made to contribute aa
far as possible to the cost of maintain-
ing them. These are not as a rule the
farmers. They are the men whose in-
come is derived from personal prop-
erty.

2. Land, as such, can mnot pay
taxes. ‘The best farm yields mo income
till personal property and labor are put
upon it Lots in the city sell for more |
than acres of land in the country. Sim-
ply because of the al
and the products of labor put upon
them and‘around them. I live in Mon-
roe county, one of the best farming
counties in the state. There is nota
farm in the county that will sell, for
farming purposes, for what it wonld
cost to put its improvements upon it
The land has no market value. The
income from land depends upon the
labor that has been and is expended
upon it

Then impose taxes upon that which
causes no taxes, and which can pay no
taxes? Farmers are now bearing as
heavy a load as they can struggle un-
der. Increase the burden, as youn
would by making real estate pay all the
taxes, and farms could not be given
away. :

3. Especially, should all forest lands |
and all wood lots from which no rev-
enne is derived, be relieved from taxa-
tion. They benefit the community at
large more than all the officers at law
for whose support taxes are imposed
They save us from droughts and famine;
they keep the country from turning
into a desert. No farm should be taxed
for its woods any more than for its
publie highways

4. If real estate is taxed, the tax
should be levied upon its actual own-
ers. To tax a man for the full value of
a farm when another has a m

that
general state laws hw
suthorities for local’

upon it, is a gross injustice. It is one | tablish ‘a tax : between
of the laws enacted for the special pur- :
pose of the rich. 1 o e
There is no more difficulty in ascer- | State governments. i T
taining who owns the morttgaga than| The argument in favor of the p
there is in finding out who owns the | Posed bill fromi whatover point of 1
farm. } one may regard. conslusive.
To tax the farm and the mortgage by

both is a double wrong. It is taxing
the same property twice There ismno
excuse for it. ~

Then, we say, let taxes be paid om
property that causes taxes, and let
them be paid in due proportion by the
actual owners of the property.

- B. T. RoBERTA
North Chili, N. Y., January, 1898
REPLY:

DEAR Smm: Your arguments are inge-
nious, and would have some weight were
it not that they are based on a supposi-
tion which is far from the facts. This
is: that the expeémse of our courts of |
law are the chief causes of the taxes|
annually paid by the citizens of a state.
The truth is, that protection to prop-
erty is but a trifling of the
entire amount collected for public reve-
nues. The guestion as tp the relative
number of suits over real and personal
property is, therefore, not worth seri-
ous discussion.
I may, however, briefly refer to your
claim that as it is the employes of rail-
roads, mills, etc.,, who by rioting create
a necessity for the militia, they should
pay the taxes for that purpose. Do
think that the average factory ** g
or railway switchman owns more per-|
sonal property than the average
farmer? If you meant that the em-
ployes should be taxed, do yon not con-
sider that mills and railroads (which
in some counties in this state are as-
sessed at $60,000 per mile for their road
beds alone) are real estate?
You say that as a rulé those who fur-
nish employmemt for sheriffs, con-
stables and magistrates, are the men : ceos
whose incomes are derived from per- Jjustice.” siEtel 2 Ak
sonal property, This is a point on .
which there no statistics obtainable,
for the simple reason that personsl
property, unless invested in, or. used
upon, real estate, yields no income
whatever. _ e .

‘IL—1It is true that land alone ean not | district.” ; ' O e 2
pay taxes. Taxes are pald outof the _ _ ; g
products which labor, assisted by capl-

property) obtain from

land. Your statement in regard to the

it

er part of the area of land, they there- | Lody §

fore own the largest proportion of its| by the
value. You need only turn to the ss- "fa- yhe
M'ﬂm‘:: your own coupty, | SO it
15, for the value of farm lands m
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